TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
thoughts like a litter of unwelcome kittens the moment they are
born. -The tendency of an entire generation not so much to turn
on the wireless, as to leave on the wireless, leave it on when they
go out^and hear it braying when they return (or rather, not hear it,
for noise has numbed their ability to hear) reveals something so
maladjusted and unbalanced that it should be traced to an original
cause and dealt with by qualified psycho-therapists as though it
were a disease affecting national health.
For some^ obscure reason, they are less pleased, these fanatics,
when the wireless is turned down so low that they can hear what
is being said, sung or played; luckily this can be easily remedied;
they have only to turn a knob, and it can be made to blare forth
in full force (however cheap the instrument) triumphantly bawling
down its own coherence, dispensing with the very reason for its
existence. Approaching a closed window of a stronghold from a
considerable distance away, you are aware of the air being mangled
. . . but ah! how much nicer when the window is open! "Why
close it when the wireless is on ? And by the same motivation,
why turn it off when you are going out ? Two wirelesses in the
same house are better than one, that goes without saying, especially
on different programmes.
They cannot listen; they cannot hear; they cannot do without
it; they crave noise like a drug; they crave it as the sleepless long
for sleep, and as we, the rest of us, long for quiet.
^ But Gugliehno Marconi's wireless is not the only assassin of
silence. In the same cacophony we have Thomas Alva Edison's
gramophone; and the piano-thumpers who once had it all their
own way but are now somewhat impotent performers against
the panzer ferocity of an electrical amplifier. I have already
mentioned the pneumatic drill; swing bands at restaurants have a
neat litde speciality in their repetitive quality, bringing hope and
life and joy to meal-time. Motor horns and traffic are nothing
new; nor is a car, left standing with the engine running; but the
war has temporarily modified that torture.
I have never^ cared for sopranos; though, speaking as a gruff
old uncle holding forth about his nephews and nieces, sopranos
in their proper p£ce a^ ^ very weu. It is my own loss that I am
no advocate for the human voice lifted in song, except for a very
few exceptions. f^or for the human voice lifted in anything else,
especially at night when I am falling asleep, especially outside my
bedroom door, on the stairs and in the corridors of hotels, especially
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